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Diasporas Blue 


by SilverWing15 


Summary 


And Here You Are/Too Foreign for Here/Too Foreign for Home/Never enough for Both 
--ljeoma Umebinyuo. 

MI/ 

See, the thing about werewolves, is they love family. They’re all about family. Their 
family. 

They’re not nearly as enthusiastic about some stray. 

Sure they’re more than their instincts, they can take in kids, but you start out on thin 
fucking ice and Tommy’s never been very good about being respectful. So he gets kicked 
out of a lot of packs. 

The other thing about werewolves is that they’re terrible fucking gossips. So getting kicked 
out of one pack is as good as getting kicked out of at least five or six of their closest 
neighbor-packs. 

Which is why Tommy is now stuck with fucking humans and their weird smelling house. 


OR: Tommy is a werewolf in the foster care system. Its less uncommon than you'd think. 
What is uncommon is ending up in a house full of humans. 


Notes 


I had this idea at like 6AM and immediately went to talk to Maddie and Zambo about it and 
somehow I ended up writing 15k words of fluff, cut with a little angst for flavor. There is no 
big plot, just werewolf Tommy and the humans he ended up living with. Because Fluff, and 
Found Family, and Soft 


Maddie wants me to tell y'all that the title is her fave poem and tbh I really like it too. 


I usually prefer to keep my world building In the fic itself instead of explaining things in the 
notes but I kind of forgot to do that so: 

The Magical Foster System piggybacks off of the human one. Why set up your own shit 
when you can just use other people's shit? 

Notes on wolves vs werewolves: Technically, wild wolf packs don’t have “alphas” because 
the “alpha” is just the parents. The whole “alpha, beta, omega” thing was from a study 
done on captive wolves that were strangers shoved into a pen together. I’m making it a 
Thing in werewolf culture though because its easier and this is magic, not scientifically 
accurate. Also wild wolves LOVE babies, they’ Il adopt kids left right and center. There are 
wolf pups who were left near a wild pack and the pack was like “rad, free kids” this is also 
not a thing that happens in werewolf culture because if Tommy gets adopted by a nice pack 


I don't have a story now do I? 


Speaking of the story, I will let you get on with it 


See the end of the work for more notes 


Chapter 1 


The first thing Tommy notices about this place is that it smells fucking weird . Like, weirder than 
most places. Not “stranger pack” weird, /egit did-something-Happen-Here weird. 


He’s not going to say anything though because among humans, pointing out that their house smells 
weird makes you weird.With a pack it would just be rude. 


But this isn’t a pack. 

He’s stuck here, with humans and its going to be a massive pain. 

See, the thing about werewolves, is they love family. They’re all about family. Their family. 
They’re not nearly as enthusiastic about some stray. 


Sure they’re more than their instincts, they can take in kids, but you start out on thin fucking ice 
and Tommy’s never been very good about being respectful. So he gets kicked out of a lot of packs. 


The other thing about werewolves is that they’ re terrible fucking gossips. So getting kicked out of 
one pack is as good as getting kicked out of at least five or six of their closest neighbor-packs. 


Which is why Tommy is now stuck with fucking humans and their weird smelling house. At least 
its a nice place, out in the country, forest all around them. There’s only two other kids here, both 
older than him--which is gonna be a fucking pain. He’ll be the youngest and the newest arrival. 
He’s bottom of the pecking order no matter which culture he’s in. 


Just perfect. 


The guy in charge looks nice though. He’s kind of old, but the young-ish sort of old where you’re 
not sure if he’s just an Old Soul or some shit or actually old. He’s got a nice smile though, kind of 
tired, but it is stupid fucking early. 


“Hello Tommy,” he says in that stupid meeting-a-foster-kid tone. The one that says ‘I’m being nice 
because I pity you and because your social worker is here’ it never lasts once the social worker is 
out the door. 


“Hi,” he says shortly, crossing his arms and resolutely keeping his chin level. If this were a pack he 
might be expected to tilt his chin and bare the back of his neck for the new alpha but he didn’t even 
do that among ‘wolves, he’s not fucking doing it for some human. 


Phil doesn’t mind, obviously, and he also doesn’t seem to mind Tommy’s tone. He just smiles and 
opens the door a little wider to invite him in. “Why don’t you come in. Wilbur and Techno are 
excited to meet you.” 


Oh yeah, he fucking bets they are. 


Tommy rolls his eyes as he ducks into the house. His nose wrinkles, its even worse in here. Its not 
a... bad smell per se. Its just...weird. Kind of dusty, but also weirdly fresh, like someone brought in 
a bunch of flowers to try and cover it up. Only there’s not really any flowers in here. 


There is a couple of older kids on the couch in what must be the livingroom. His new foster- 
siblings. Great. 


They’re both weirdly....pretty. 


Okay, Look. Tommy isn’t the sort of dude to call anyone pretty, but like. They are ? One of them 
has brown hair and its all curled and falling into his eyes like some kind of shampoo ad. His face is 
thin and delicate with high cheekbones and shit. His eyes are brown but they’re weirdly entrancing. 
Tommy has to blink and look away because he’s fully stopped in the middle of the path just staring 
like a weirdo. 


He may as well have told them their house smells weird. 


The other guy isn’t as...delicate looking. He’s more average, but there’s something about him that 
draws the eye. Makes Tommy want to walk over and say hi even though he definitely doesn’t want 
to fucking do that. Maybe its the pink hair. 


They’re both just watching him like he’s some asshole who came into the wrong house on 
accident. Yeah, this is gonna be great , Tommy loves this already. A hand lands on his shoulder, 
he has to bite his lip to keep it from peeling up. Baring teeth is werewolf-rude and human-weird. 


But touching is fucking not happening. He dips his shoulder out from under the hand, glancing up 
at Phil to see if that’s gonna get him in trouble. 


Some adults are so fucking weird about being allowed to touch kids when ever the fuck they 
please. Not in like, That Way , but they just feel like they should be allowed to direct Tommy 
around like he’s blind or some shit. 


Phil only gives him an apologetic smile and holds up his hand in surrender. “Sorry mate.” 
This place is weird. 
These people are weird. 


“Tommy, this is Wilbur and Techno, Will and Techno, you can call him Tommy.” The brown 
haired one scowls, but at Phil, not at Tommy, Phil must make some sort of face back to him 
because he sighs. 


“Hey Tommy,” he says, “I’m Will.” 
“Techno.” The other one grunts, not looking up from the book in his lap. 
“Hy.” 


Well, there’s the extremely awkward introductions out of the way. Now they can get on with 
hating each other by their proper names, yay. Better than werewolf greetings though. He’s less 
likely to get cornered and put in his place here. 


Well, they’re probably not gonna use teeth to do it at least. 


Phil claps his hands and Tommy barely suppresses a flinch at the noise right next to his ear, thanks 
. “Well, how about I show you your room, Tommy?” 


“Yeah.” He adjusts his grip on the trashbag that’s holding all his shit and follows Phil up the stairs. 
Ugh he’s going to have to sleep on a bed with this smell. He preemptively wrinkles his nose, 
wishing that he had a pillow of his own to bring from place to place. 


He’s probably not even going to be here long enough to overlay the smell with his own. He’s 


gonna have to wrap his jacket around the pillow or something or he’s never gonna get any fucking 
sleep. 


Phil leads him down a carpeted hallway, their footsteps muffled and soft. At least its not wood 
floors that’ ll creak every time someone fucking thinks of walking on them. That shit is the worst. 


“This is Wilbur’s room, this is Techno’s,” Phil says, pointing to doors opposite each other. “Mine 
is at the other end, and yours is right here.” He stops in front of a door next to Wilbur’s and opens 
the handle. 


Its nice, he gets his own room, even if its bare. Better than having to share at least. If he had 
siblings of his own maybe he wouldn’t mind, but even Before Tommy was the only kid in his pack 
so he doesn’t really know. As it is, having someone else’s scent in his space? The fucking worst. 


“We'll be having lunch in a little bit,” Phil says, “ and we can go over the house rules then, but [Il 
let you settle in for now. I’m sure this is a lot to take in.” 


He doesn’t know the fucking half of it. 


“Thanks,” Tommy grunts, dumping his bag on the floor. There’s not really much point in sorting 
through it, he’s only here until his social worker can find a pack that hasn’t heard about his terrible 
reputation. He’s not settling into this weird smelling house and its weirder humans. 


First things first though, he’s got to try and dilute the fucking scent off his bed. He digs through the 
bag and pulls out his favorite jacket. The scent of the last pack he was with still clings to it faintly, 
but his own scent is worked deep into the fabric. He presses it to his nose for a moment of relief. 
The familiarity is comforting and tension he didn’t even realize he was carrying drops out of his 
shoulders. He takes another deep breath. 


His eyes slip closed for just a second. Then he forces himself to open them again and spread the 
jacket over his pillow. He hopes this scent isn’t one that will linger on the fabric, he doesn’t want to 
be carrying it with him to the next pack. He’s already going to smell weird enough to them. 


This is just temporary. 


Chapter 2 


Chapter Summary 


Phil abruptly sobers and Tommy’s muscles tense. If he were in wolf form he’d be 
bristling, because Phil looks all kinds of serious and he’s looking him right in the 
goddamn eyes. Shit. This is gonna be a real rule. One of the ones where if you so 
much as look at it funny they kick you to the curb. 

“Punishment,” Phil says. Ah fuck. Tommy locks down his face, keep it neutral. Don’t 
let them know what you’re thinking. Don’t let them know what you’ re feeling. No 
matter the bullshit they’re about to pull. “I do not believe in or tolerate corporal 
punishment, no one here will raise a hand to you.” 

Well--that’ s-- 


Chapter Notes 


here we go fam, chapter two! I'm excited for you guys to yell at me after this one. 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


He reads until lunch. He’s kept the same beat up old copy of Julie of the Wolves in his bag for 
years. His mother’s scent has long faded from the pages, but he likes to imagine that he can still 
smell it. He’d used to imagine himself in the story. Taking off and leaving all of humanity behind 
to live with real wolves in the wild. 


He doesn’t anymore, he’s too old for that shit. But there’s comfort in the familiar words. He still 
skips through the beginning though, to the parts where the wolves come in. The steadiness of 
Amarogq, the black coated leader of the fictional pack, soothes his instincts. He always turns back to 
the beginning before he dies. 


He’s deep in the story when the knock comes at the door. He nearly jumps out of his goddamn 
skin. He hadn’t even heard anyone coming what the fuck. 


“Lunch,” a gruff voice calls through the door. Not Wilbur, the other one. Technoblade. 


“Coming,” Tommy mumbles. He hears Technoblade leaving this time but the guy is fucking quiet 
on the carpet. 


With a sigh he sets the book aside and ventures out into the hall. Technoblade is already nearly to 
the top of the stairs and Tommy follows him down. 


Phil and Wilbur are at the table, Wilbur looks sullen but Phil is smiling. Great. Its gonna be one of 
those houses, where the parents try to make everyone get along. That just means that the kids will 
be more subtle in their attacks. 


Less outright bullying, more stealing his shit and nipping at him when the grownups aren’t 
watching. Tommy would rather Phil just let them beat the shit out of each other, he might at least 


get some respect for himself that way. 

“Hey mate,” Phil says cheerfully, “I hope you’re hungry.” 

Tommy grunts. 

Technoblade slides into the chair across from Wilbur so he’s left sitting next to the guy. Great. 


Tommy scoots the chair over a bit and sits down. Awkward Meal One of However Many can now 
begin. 


“We’ve got a lot of food allergies going on around here,” Phil says, taking a scoop of salad out of 
the bowl and passing it to Wilbur, “so things are probably flavored differently than you’re used to. 
I think your file said you had some allergies too, grapes and chocolate and such yeah?” 


“Yeah,” Tommy says. 


Wilbur takes a huge scoop of salad and oh its gonna be like that isn’t it? Do they have to do the 
food territorial bullshit? Its so annoying. Only Wilbur doesn’t pass the bowl to Techno so he can 
wipe out the rest of the greens like Tommy expects, instead he passes it to Tommy. 


Alright, well, maybe the food thing is more of a werewolf thing than a human one. Yeah it is isn’t 
it? And its not like salad is the thing that Tommy’s gonna fight for now is it. Still, he’s not going 
to turn down any food so he takes a bit for himself. 


Maybe Wilbur is just one of those weirdos who likes salad though because the rest of the dishes 
that get passed Tommy’s way don’t get nearly the dent taken out of them. Its nicer than a werewolf 
house. Tommy’s ended up eating more like a fucking bird than a wolf at some places. 


The meal is quiet. Phil tries a couple times to get a conversation going but none of the kids are 
interested and they all eat in silence soon enough. Tommy scarfs his down, he’s going to bet that 
once Phil leaves the table it’ ll be a free for all. 


Only when the clink of forks on plates finishes, nobody leaves the fucking table. Phil turns around 
and grabs a little chart thing off the counter. 


Oh good, rules. And he’s got a goddamn chart , all of the places with fucking charts work out 
great , Tommy loves a good chart. He holds back a snort. Every grown up seems to think that the 
chart is fucking magic and it’ll solve all problems if they throw enough stickers and pastel cartoons 
on the damn thing. 


“So,” Phil says, “we’re not a strict house--” not likely with the goddamn chart but if he wants to 
believe that sure “‘--but there are some ground rules that are pretty important.” 


Here we go. 


Tommy braces himself for some bullshit. What’s it gonna be? Rules about the food? No getting up 
after dark? Most of the places he’s lived haven’t been able to pass the fucking burrito test so this’ Il 
be interesting. 


“We’re out in the boondocks, and there are bears out there,” Phil says, “so it can be dangerous if 
you get too far from the house. Try to stay in the fenceline.” 


Gonna be ignoring the shit out of that. He’s a goddamn wolf, there’s not a fucking thing in that 
forest that can touch him. Not even a fucking bear. 


“If you want to go on a hike or something take Wilbur with you.” 


Wilbur stiffens in his seat and Tommy has to bite his lip to keep from laughing at the look on his 
face. “Phil--” he starts, but Phil holds up a hand. 


“You don’t have to go but he can ask, Will. You guys might like it though.” 
Optimistic fucker, isn’t he? 
Wilbur grunts. 


“Food is free for all, but don’t touch Techno’s iron supplements in the fridge. They’re in the silver 
packages.” 


Tommy isn’t sure why the fuck would he want those. But sure, fine, whatever. 
“Wilbur has his own food, it should be labeled in the fridge, so don’t take the little containers.” 


Weird, but sure. If the guy wants his own shit then Tommy doesn’t care. As long as he doesn’t 
want Tommy’s shit. 


“Bedtime is technically ten but that’s more of guideline than an actual rule,” Phil says with a 
laugh, “we all tend to be night owls around here.” 


Technoblade and Wilbur both groan like he’s made some kind of joke. Tommy doesn’t get it but 
he’s really more worried about the fact that its gonna be difficult as fuck to get out of this place on 
full moons if they’re up all hours of the night. Getting caught will make his life fucking miserable , 
he knows what happens to kids who get ‘flight risk’ on their files. 


Even though a werewolf pack would probably understand the necessity to be fair. Still. 


Phil abruptly sobers and Tommy’s muscles tense. If he were in wolf form he’d be bristling, 
because Phil looks all kinds of serious and he’s looking him right in the goddamn eyes. Shit. This 
is gonna be a real rule. One of the ones where if you so much as look at it funny they kick you to 
the curb. 


“Punishment,” Phil says. Ah fuck . Tommy locks down his face, keep it neutral. Don’t let them 
know what you’ re thinking. Don’t let them know what you’re feeling. No matter the bullshit 
they’re about to pull. “I do not believe in or tolerate corporal punishment, no one here will raise a 
hand to you.” 


Well--that’s-- 


“T prefer to talk things out,” Phil says, ignorant to Tommy’s mental stumbling. “If I think its 
necessary I might take some privileges, but to be honest I don’t even do that very often. You’re a 
rational human being and I prefer to treat you like one.” 


Well--well technically Tommy isn’t a rational human being but. Shit. Alright. Fuck. Well. Well. 
He’s not really sure he’s ever been to a place that wasn’t fine with smacking around the stray. 
Well. 


If Phil wants to. You know whatever. If he wants to talk shit out like a weirdo Tommy will take 
that. He doesn’t like getting smacked around that’s for sure. 


“What else,” Phil mutters to himself. 
Technoblade clears his throat. 


“Oh, right, Techno’s really sensitive to sunlight so keep all the blinds and curtains closed in the 
main areas of the house. He’s also got some hemophobia going on so if you get hurt come to me or 
Will.” 


Phil is looking at him like he’s waiting for a response so Tommy mutters, “right.” 


“We all respect each other’s privacy around here so no one goes into anybody’s room unless 
they’ ve been invited.” 


Oh holy shit that’s perfect. Like actually perfect, not sarcastically perfect. There’s nothing worse 
than having other people’s scent up in his space. Ugh. 


“IT know you're only here for a little while,” Phil says, “but I want you to feel welcome and have a 
good time for however long it lasts. Are there any boundaries that you boys want to put in place?” 


He looks from Technoblade, to Wilbur, to Tommy. Oh, shit, he gets to make rules too? Fuck. 
“Keep out of my room and don’t be too noisy during the day,” Technoblade mutters. 
“Double for me,” Wilbur chimes in, “I'll know if you touch my shit.” 


Yeah right, not like this guy has a wolf’s nose. “Right back at you,” Tommy snaps. Maybe a little 
too aggressively but fuck he’s tired of foster-siblings getting into his shit. 


“Great!” Phil chirps, “if you boys are done we can clean up. Tommy you want to clear the table? 
Will you’re on dish duty, Techno you’ ve got food clean up.” 


ok KK 


Once the clean up is done, Tommy retreats back to his room. He’s getting more nose-blind to the 
scent at least, and its not nearly as weird when its beginning to mix with his own scent. He curls up 
on the bed and picks his book back up. 


He’s barely found his place on the page before he hears footsteps coming down the hall. He’s not 
been here nearly long enough to have everyone’s gait memorized, but it isn’t Technoblade’s 
weirdly near-silent steps. Phil or Wilbur then. Can’t they just leave him alone? 


Apparently not. 
A light knock sounds on the door. “Tommy?” Phil calls through, “can I come in?” 


Tommy’s lip curls, he doesn’t feel the need to restrain himself with the door still closed. But its not 
like he’s gonna tell the man no, its his fucking house, Tommy’s just living here for a while. 
“Sure.” 


The door creaks softly and Phil steps in. “Hey mate,” he shuts the door behind himself. 


Tommy keeps his eyes from narrowing, were he in wolf form his ears would be pinned back. He 
doesn’t know what the fuck this is about. Phil is smiling though and he doesn’t seem nervous. 


“T just wanted to give you a chance to tell me anything you needed to that you might not be 
comfortable talking about in front of the boys.” 


What is with this guy? 


“T know they can be intimidating, and they’re not exactly pulling out the welcome wagon,” Phil 
chuckles, “but I’m here for you if you need me. If they say or do anything that makes you 
uncomfortable you can tell me, alright? Anything at all.” 


Right, like he’s gonna believe Tommy over the established kids. Sure, Tommy will definitely 
establish himself a reputation for a tattletale and a crybaby, he’ ll get right on that. “Okay,” he 
mutters. 


Silence settles between them. Phil’s eyes dart around the room, like he’s trying to find a topic. Can 
he not just /eave ? Neither of them wants him here, they both know that this is a temporary 
placement. No need for him to invest himself in Tommy’s life. No need for him to linger in 
Tommy’s room, getting his scent on Tommy’s shit. 


His eyes land on the book in Tommy’s hand. Oh fucking no . “Did you need anything else?” 
Tommy asks. In a wolf pack saying that sort of shit to the alpha would get him boxed on the ears at 
best . Its disrespectful, trying to kick an alpha out of their own territory. 


“Nah,” Phil says, utterly unbothered, “I'll leave you be. Dinner’s at eight.” 
“That’s late,” Tommy says, surprised. 

“Told you,” Phil laughs, “night owls.” 

Right. That. 

“See you then,” Phil says and he slips out of Tommy’s room. 


Tommy stares at the door for a bit, trying to figure out what the hell is up with that guy. The door 
doesn’t offer any answers. He goes back to his book. 


Chapter End Notes 


AN 
EDIT: guys please. Yes, Techno and Will are Vampire and Fae respectively. Its not a 


mystery, stop guessing. All of the comments are guessing this. You're meant to know 
this. Please Phil is a harpy. Good job you guys figured it out. 


There were a lot of good guesses in the comments Imaoo. You guys picked up on stuff 
Quick, it was hilarious. To be fair, I never really intended to *hide* that Will and 
Techno are also magical but as I was making my server I was like "hey Maddie what if 
I keep it a secret and we see how long it lasts" and she was like "do it." 

it didn't even last the first chapter until someone guessed *exactly* which magical 
creatures Wilbur and Techno are in the comments Imao. But it was fun seeing the 
server theorize. 


Chapter 


Chapter 


Chapter 3 


Summary 


He thinks that he might get away with just sitting in his room the whole time until 
Phil’s footsteps come padding towards his door. Wilbur and Techno haven’t come by 
in awhile, so there’s really only one place Phil can be heading. Great. This again. 
Tommy marks his place and shoves the book under the corner of the blanket. He 
debates pretending to be asleep but he doesn’t have time to try it before Phil is 
knocking. “Hey Tommy?” 

“Yeah?” 

The door opens, but Phil doesn’t come in. ““We’re gonna watch a movie, you want to 
join us?” 

Tommy almost says no. But, well. Even he can only read Julie of the Wolves so many 
times. He’s already got it memorized. 

“Sure.” 


Notes 


You guys get a Long Boy today, I didn't realize how big this chapter was until I was 
pasting it over lol. I thought about dividing it but nah, I'll let you have all the Phil 
Bonding you can get. 


Yes Wilbur is a Faerie, a changeling to be precise, and Techno is a vampire (tho 
technically he's only *half* vampire) Phil is a sort of combination between 
shapeshifter, harpy, and what would be referred to as a guardian angel. 


There were a few people asking so: yes, Phil and his boys have No Idea that Tommy 
is a werewolf. They think he's human, and he thinks they're human. Paperwork has 
fucked them all over, sit back and enjoy the chaos. 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


He’s got a week until the full moon and its looking like he’s gonna be stuck with the humans for it. 
Which is...great. Just great. 


Not that its been terrible. He’s been here a couple days now and he’s mostly been left on his own. 
Its summer so at least he doesn’t have to worry about school, but he does have to put up with 
having everyone in the house. 


Its a big change from the packs he’s been staying with though. There, he was the odd one out, but 
here there’s not...1ts not cold between them. They cross paths and Tommy can hear them through 
the walls talking in warm tones. 


Sometimes he’ll come down for a drink and Wilbur and Techno will be sitting on the couch each 
doing their own separate activity, but doing them together . 


Phil is also around a lot. He brushes his hands on their shoulders, fixes little wrinkles on their 
clothes, rebraiding Technoblade’s hair. They both welcome it the way any ‘wolf would the 
scenting of their alpha. But these are humans so its just little...touches. Little ways that Phil shows 
he cares. 


It doesn’t make Tommy jealous. Because Tommy is here temporarily and he doesn’t care about 
what Phil does. They’ re not going to see each other ever again once his social worker finds a pack 
that hasn’t heard about how terrible he is. 


He reads his book and he ignores the warm voices beyond his door. 
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He thinks that he might get away with just sitting in his room the whole time until Phil’s footsteps 
come padding towards his door. Wilbur and Techno haven’t come by in awhile, so there’s really 
only one place Phil can be heading. Great. This again. 


Tommy marks his place and shoves the book under the corner of the blanket. He debates 
pretending to be asleep but he doesn’t have time to try it before Phil is knocking. “Hey Tommy?” 


“Yeah?” 
The door opens, but Phil doesn’t come in. ““We’re gonna watch a movie, you want to join us?” 


Tommy almost says no. But, well. Even he can only read Julie of the Wolves so many times. He’s 
already got it memorized. 


“Sure.” 


Phil beams at him like he’s granted some great favor. “Cool, come on, we’re making popcorn and 
everything, we haven’t picked what movie yet so you’ ll get a vote. Techno and Will usually go for 
horror though, but if you’re not up for that we can veto it.” 


Tommy shrugs noncommittally. He hates horror, but he’s not opening himself up to getting teased 
for being a baby about it. Fuck that noise. He can deal with it if that’s what they want to watch. 


The livingroom is set up with a whole nest of blankets and pillows. Theoretically the couch is 
probably under there somewhere but damn if Tommy knows where. Technoblade and Wilbur are 
only visible by their faces stuck out of the pile. 


Neither of them is very good at hiding their distaste in having him here. Well fuck them. Tommy 
flashes a too-feral smile and claims a spot on the far end of the couch from them. “Heard we were 
watching shit,” he says. 


Technoblade grunts and looks steadfast at the blank screen. 


“Tts a family tradition,” Wilbur says. Very clearly implying ‘its a tradition established before you 
came here and one that will continue long after you are gone.’ His eyes seem to gleam in the dim 
lights. 


“Butter popcorn or kettle?” Phil asks maybe a little bit too loud. 
“Butter,” Wilbur and Technoblade answer in unison. 


“Tommy?” 


Wilbur and Technoblade both glance at him, like they’re daring him to vote for something else. 
“Butter’s fine.” Tommy knows what limits to push and which ones to leave be. 


“Alright. Will, you want to pull up some options?” 
“T thought we were watching Pet Sematary,” Wilbur says, his tone annoyed. 


“Not everyone likes horror movies mate,” Phil says, which is a diplomatic way of saying ‘we’re 
doing this for the newbie’ thanks, Phil. That’s definitely not going to get him beat up. 


“T don’t care.” Tommy says, “I love horror. Its great.” 


Wilbur’s eyes gleam all the brighter, somehow. “See?” he says, still not looking away from 
Tommy, “Tommy likes horror.” 


Fucking weirdo. 


Tommy stares right back at him. His lip desperately wants to curl but he doesn’t even let it twitch. 
He’s still not backing down though. 


“If you’re sure,” Phil says, sounding dubious. Neither of them looks away from each other. 


Technoblade pulls a hand out from under the blankets and smacks Wilbur on the arm. “Ow,” 
Wilbur slaps him back, looking away. 


“Can we just watch the movie?” Technoblade asks, sounding bored. 


“Popcorn’s almost done,” Phil says. He’s actually making it on the stove instead of doing that 
nasty ass microwave popcorn. Hell yeah. 


Horror movie or not, dickish foster siblings or not, maybe this movie night won’t be too bad. Surely 
Pet Sematary can’t be that bad. 
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Tommy isn’t a fucking baby but he. Well maybe he underestimated exactly how much the movie 
would affect him. A little bit. Look he didn’t know there was gonna be the fucking dog in it. 


Maybe he should have guessed, based on the name but. 


Look Tommy isn’t a dog, he’s a wolf. He’s a goddamn wild creature, ancient and magical and all 
that shit. But there are...similarities. And sometimes seeing a dog get all fucked up is. 


Its difficult, okay? 
He doesn’t like it. 


So maybe he’s having trouble falling asleep. Even though the movie is fake and those dogs were 
probably having the time of their lives playing on set. He tries reading his book some more, but his 
brain keeps replaying that stupid yelp from the movie and bringing up memories of how the wolves 
die in the end of the book. 


So Tommy puts the book aside and creeps out of his room. It was late when they turned in for the 
night, and now its technically ungodly early. Something like four AM probably. 


He creeps out of his room and down to the kitchen. The back door is through there and he’s 


planning to just. Be outside for a bit. Just to see the moon and the stars and the sky. To hear the 
night sounds more clearly. 


But the back door is already standing open when he gets there. He can see Technoblade’s shoulder 
from his angle, and hear Wilbur’s voice. 


“--know why dad cares so much,” Wilbur snorts. “He’s going to be gone before too long.” 


“May as well make his stay as pleasant as possible,” Technoblade rumbles, “you know not every 
foster home is as good as this one. He’s just a kid Will, he’s not going to move in on your turf.” 


Wilbur sighs, “you don’t get it.” 
“Sure don’t.” 
“Look its just--” 


Technoblade holds up a hand, cutting Wilbur off and then he turns and his eyes meet Tommy’s. 
Tommy takes a reflexive step back. How the fuck did he even know Tommy was there? 


Either way he’s fucking caught now. A human probably couldn’t have seen or heard them from 
here so he acts like he hasn’t noticed. He pads across the kitchen to the fridge and carefully pries it 
open. Much more loudly than he would if he was trying to sneak food in a werewolf house. 


“Well look who came out of his den,” Wilbur says. Tommy pretends to jump. 
“What do you want dickhead?” 


Wilbur shrugs, casually walking back inside. “Just haven’t gotten to see you much. Maybe I’m 
curious about you.” 


“Right,” Tommy grunts. 
“You hungry?” Wilbur asks, “I’ve got some stuff in there you could have. I don’t mind sharing.” 
“ Will,’ Technoblade snaps, “leave the kid be.” He grabs Wilbur by the arm. 


Tommy squints, he’s not sure what the fucking deal is with the food but he’s never been one to 
back down from a challenge. “Sure. If you don’t mind and all.” 


“No. Both of you,” Technoblade says, “or I’m getting dad.” 
Wilbur gives Technoblade a sour look, “seriously?” 
“Seriously.” 


Wilbur scoffs but apparently that’s the end of that whole thing. “Fine, whatever. Don’t touch my 
shit,” he says, pointing an accusing finger at Tommy as he stalks out of the kitchen. 


“Probably poisoned anyway,” Tommy grunts, grabbing a pudding cup instead. Vanilla, obviously. 
“What are you doing up at this hour anyway?” Technoblade asks, “usually you’re asleep by now.” 


Alright for one its fucking creepy that he knows that shit. Secondly Tommy is not copping to being 
scared by the fucking movie. So he shrugs noncommittally. He keeps his eyes on his spoon, 
stirring it around the pudding cup. 


“Did you have a nightmare?” 

“What the fuck? I’m not some baby.” 

He would’ ve had to actually fall asleep to have a nightmare. 

“Anyone can have nightmares,” Technoblade says, “its not a baby thing.” 


“Anyone but me,” Tommy snorts, “I’m too much of a big man for nightmares to try and fuck 
with.” 


Technoblade doesn’t look like he believes him. 
What does he know anyway. 

“If you say so kid.” 

“T do.” 

“T’ll tell Phil to let you sleep in tomorrow.” 
“Whatever,” Tommy mutters. “Thanks, I guess.” 


He shoves a spoonful of pudding in his mouth. Its thick and cloying and sweet. The vanilla is 
comforting, familiar. Everything is fine, his brain can stop replaying the noise, stop showing him 
that image of the fucking dog all bloody and beat. 


“T’m making some tea,” Technoblade announces suddenly, “you want some?” 


Tommy should say no, retreat back to his room. Not have tea with this weirdo at four AM. 
But...” you have any of that calming shit? Chamomile or whatever?” 


“Phil keeps it stocked.” 
“Cool.” 


Its weird, sitting in the dark kitchen drinking tea with Technoblade but its nice, too. He’s used to 
being alone, but he’s still a wolf at heart. He needs the pack. Even if its not his pack and even if 
they’re not his pack. 


They go to bed quietly once their tea is finished, their mugs quietly rinsed and put in the 
dishwasher side by side. 
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Tommy doesn’t wake up until well past noon, going by the clock on the nightstand. He groans, he 
feels like he could sleep for another twelve fucking hours and still be tired. 


But he’s hungry, and thirsty, so he levers himself out of bed. Phil is downstairs, writing something 
at the table. Tommy hesitates, but dares to scoot past him into the kitchen for a glass of water. 


“Morning, or, well, afternoon,” Phil says pleasantly. “How are you?” 


“Fine,” Tommy says, chugging the water as quickly as possible. “I--” he fiddles with the glass, 
“how are you?” 


He wishes Phil could have just left him to stew in his room, that Techno could have just stalked out 
of the kitchen like Wilbur. Its weird now, he feels like he owes them some manners at least. 


He hates owing people anything. 


Phil is smiling all happy though, “I’m alright mate, was planning to head into town and get 
groceries. You want to come? You’ ve been pretty cooped up in here.” 


Tommy debates internally, on the one hand, he does want to get out of here. He can already feel 
the pull of the moon, its only four days til its full and he’s restless, even with as tired as he is. He 
wants to go on a run, wants to feel the wind in his fur, the ground beneath his paws. 


But there’s no way he’s doing that here, with the humans around. Wilbur is out in those woods 
enough that he’s almost sure to get spotted. A trip to the grocery store can be an okay compromise. 
“Sure.” 


Phil beams, “awesome, its pretty cloudy out today, Ill see if Techno wants to come too.” 


Fucking bastard thinks he’s real clever doesn’t he. Suddenly this is a Bonding Activity. Great. 
Tommy could back out, but he’s not going to give up a chance to go out and do things just because 
Technoblade is coming along. Besides, Technoblade seems to be the cooler of his two foster 
siblings. 


So Tommy, Technoblade, and Phil all troop out to the car. Phil texted Wilbur but didn’t seem too 
perturbed that he wasn’t coming along with them. 


Technoblade gets shotgun with no fight from Tommy. He doesn’t care enough to fight for it and he 
doesn’t want to spend the whole car ride sitting next to Phil anyway. 


“We can get you some new books while we’re out,” Phil says as they pull out onto the dirt road, “T 
noticed you’ ve just been reading the one. We’ll get you some variety.” 


“You don’t have to,” Tommy says, something weird twisting in his gut at the thought. Why the 
fuck would Phil spend money on getting him something? This is still just a temporary placement, 
he’s going to leave these fuckers behind and they’ Il never hear from him again. That’s Phil’s 
money walking out the door. 


“But I want to, if you want some new books,” Phil says simply, “they’re not expensive mate.” 
Tommy looks out the window, “whatever.” 
“We'll see what they’ve got when we get there, there might be something that strikes your fancy.” 


Tommy doubts it. There’s a reason that he keeps rereading Julie of the Wolves, its sentimental, 
and it soothes his instincts. He can’t imagine that there will be another book out there that manages 
the same. Most werewolf books are weird romances and that’s not remotely what he wants. And 
books with plain wolves are usually kids books. 


At least that seems to be all of the conversation Phil wants to have with him. Instead Tommy half- 
listens as he and Techno chat in the front seat. 


Eventually, dirt roads give way to paved, and trees give way to the outskirts of a town. The store 
they pull up to is about one step up from a dollar store really, but Phil grabs a cart and wheels it in 
so Tommy and Technoblade follow. 


Tommy swiftly remembers that he hates grocery stores. Too many smells and sounds all pushing 
in against him. Food and people and cart wheels squeaking, kids shouting. Fuck he should have 
stayed back at the house. 


He hunches in on himself and focuses on just following in Phil’s footsteps. Phil and Technoblade 
at least seem content to let him do this. Phil sends Techno through the aisles to get this or that 
occasionally but Tommy doesn’t get any fetch quests of his own. 


Things are actually going okay. The cart is filling up, Phil looks like he’s heading back towards the 
front of the store. They’ll be leaving soon. And then the store intercom crackles to life. 


Fuck they have the volume on that thing cranked what are they trying to do deafen him? He can’t 
even make out the words through the garble and the volume. His hands are clapped to his ears and 
his knees are threatening to give out from under him. He can’t figure out where Phil and 
Technoblade are. His eyes are squeezed shut and he can’t force them open. 


He’s just standing here in the middle of the grocery store. Fuck. He needs to move. Could they quit 
talking what the fuck . Finally the voice cuts off and for a moment there is blessed fucking silence. 


And then feedback squeals. 
His vision goes white and his knees slam into the cheap tile floor. 


When he comes back to himself he’s on the ground, curled up like a fucking hermit crab. There are 
hands over his own, covering his ears. He can still hear a high ringing but he doesn’t think its the 
intercom anymore. Fuck they’ve given him goddamn tinnunitus or some shit. 


He manages to open his eyes and nearly recoils. Technoblade is on the floor in front of him. His 
hands are cool over Tommy’s. His eyes are worried, Phil over his shoulder looks the same. 


“Sorry,” Tommy manages to say, his voice sounds muffled through the double layer of hands. 
“That was. Loud.” 


Fuck, is he shaking? Is he? 


He is, a little bit. God damn it. He cautiously lifts his hands away from his ears. Technoblade takes 
the hint and lowers his own. 


“Sorry,” Tommy says because his brain still hasn’t re-engaged yet and apologies are hardwired 
into autopilot. 


“Don’t worry about it mate,” Phil says, “completely understandable. Probably should have warned 
you that was coming.” His hands are hovering in the air like he wants to touch but he’s holding 
himself back. 


Tommy can’t decide if he’s glad about that or not. On the one hand, Phil is steady and kind and 
Tommy still feels shaky and his heart is pounding in his chest and Phil is so dependable and 
Tommy wants to curl up into him and-- 


What the fuck. 
Okay that. 


Ha. 


That is something he’s not going to examine too closely because that’s the kind of shit you think 
about your alpha not your human foster parent. No. Nope. 


Tommy definitely doesn’t want Phil to hug him or brush his hand through his hair like he does 
with Wilbur and Technoblade. That’s a solid, immovable no. 


Oh, Phil is still talking. “Techno why don’t you take him out to the car alright mate? I'll finish up 
in here.” 


Technoblade grunts, rising gracefully to his feet. “C’ mon.” 


“T’m fine,” Tommy says, but stumbling around like a newborn colt when he manages to get to his 
feet probably doesn’t help sell that particular lie. “I can stay.” 


“You can if you want,” Phil says, “but really Tommy its alright if you need to go sit in the car for a 
bit.” 


“T’m going,” Technoblade says, “you can either walk around in here with dad or you can come 
with me.” 


Tommy bites his lip, “sure. I guess.” 
Phil smiles, “here’ the keys mate, turn on the A/C too why don’t you. Get it all cooled for me.” 


Technoblade grunts confirmation and takes the keys. He doesn’t pause to see if Tommy’s keeping 
up, just turns on his heel and marches out of the store like a man on a mission. 


Tommy wobbles after him. He flinches when they get out and the sing of car tires on the highway 
beyond the parking lot reaches him. But its quiet, compared the the fucking hellspawn PA system. 
Techno hits the key fob and the car unlocks with a dull thunk. 


They both pile in, and Tommy curls up in the back seat. His ears have stopped ringing at least but 
now his head is aching. Fuck he hates werewolf hearing sometimes. 


Something moves from the corner of his eye. He glances over and sees Technoblade holding out a 
water bottle and two pills in his palm. “Headache?” he asks. 


How does this fucker always know this shit? 


“Thanks,” Tommy mutters all the same, taking the pills and throwing them back with a swallow of 
water. 


“Tts alright, you know,” Technoblade says, kind of awkwardly, “to get overwhelmed.” 


“T don--yeah. Okay.” Tommy looks out the window even though they aren’t going anywhere. 
“Thanks,” he says, more quietly, more heartfelt. 


He kind of wants to. Reach out, bump Technoblade’s shoulder in thanks. But that’s a wolf thing. 
That’s a scent thing. He’s not going there, he’s not doing that. This is a temporary placement. He’s 
leaving before too long. 


Chapter End Notes 


I have never watched Pet Sematary so I actually have no idea if there's a dog in it. I 
assume there is but horror movies of any sort set off my anxiety Hardcore so I'm not 
watching one to do research for this fic. If there is no dog in Pet Sematary then there is 
in this universe. 


And just so you guys know, Wilbur wouldn't have *hurt* Tommy with the food thing. 
He'd have just made him go up to bed and leave them alone. He's struggling with 
having a human in the house thanks to his Tragic Backstory (Which, btw, I've written 
out and it will be part of a prequel fic in this universe that will be posted after the main 
fic is done) 


Chapter 4 


Chapter Summary 


The current problem is a bit more pressing: Phil. 

He’s too...nice. 

And Tommy is too pathetic. 

How many alphas have tried and failed to get him to submit? How many has he 
rejected, rebelled against? And now here comes this dumb fucking human and Tommy 
is-- Tommy wants-- 

Stupid stuff. Stuff that a human wouldn’t give much less understand. 


Chapter Notes 

See the end of the chapter for notes 
The full moon is looming in his senses. There’s only three days left until it rises and Tommy 
is...conflicted. Back home, Home home, Before . Full moons had been great. Wonderful. 


They were running through the park, paws and fur and wolf-song on the air, light shining down on 
him. On them. 


Full moons with stranger packs were not nearly as peaceful. As fun. They can transform any time 
they want, but on the full moon they have to transform, and under it their instincts tend to be harder 
to control. Full moons with strangers are full of warning growls, nips and the snapping of teeth. 
Full moons with strangers are him crawling on his belly, tail low, ears flat, keeping his distance. 


Only this full moon he’s with humans. 
He’ ll be alone. 


Which is fine. Its ideal, really. Not like his time as a wolf with any pack in the past few years has 
been a great time. No, this time he’ll get to run and howl as loud as he pleases. Its all wilderness out 
here, no need to worry about roads or cars or humans. 


Aside from the ones he’s living with at least. They’ Il be easy enough to avoid as long as he can 
avoid getting caught out of the house. 


But that’s still a problem days away. The current problem is a bit more pressing: Phil. 
He’s too...nice. 
And Tommy is too pathetic. 


How many alphas have tried and failed to get him to submit? How many has he rejected, rebelled 
against? And now here comes this dumb fucking human and Tommy is-- Tommy wants-- 


Stupid stuff. Stuff that a human wouldn’t give much less understand. 


Just because he’s kind, just because he doesn’t seem to ever get angry, just because he’s calm and 
steady and caring doesn’t mean-- 


Look its been a few days , this is pathetic. A new and unexplored low by werewolf kind. So no, no 
matter how much Tommy wants to tilt his head down, no matter how much he wants Phil’s warm 
hand to cradle the nape of his neck, sheltering, guarding, guiding. Its not happening. Its not 
happening and Tommy is glad that it won’t. 


Because this is temporary. This is going to end. 


Phil is just some human guy who opened his house up for an emergency placement that should be 
over by the end of the month. Maybe longer. Its not meant to be permanent, its not going to be 
permanent. 


Phil isn’t going to be his alpha, and Tommy doesn’t even need an alpha much less want one so its 
fine. 


Its fine. 
It is. 


So it doesn’t mean anything that Tommy maybe comes out of his room more. That he lingers in 
the kitchen when Phil cooks and offers to help. He’s just--being a good guest--for once in his life. 


Its just coincidence that he comes out of his room when he hears the clatter of bowls downstairs. 
He was just going to refill his water, he isn’t getting up to see what is going on in the kitchen. Its 
not mealtime, its just mid-afternoon. 


It is Phil in the kitchen, not Technoblade or Wilbur. “Hey mate,” he says when he spots Tommy, 
“didn’t expect to see you around.” 


Tommy shrugs, lifting his water glass a little bit. “Just came for a refill.” 
Phil nods, “gotta stay hydrated, gotcha.” 


He’s doing...something. He’s got flour and shit out and he’s measuring sugar. The oven is 
preheating behind him. 


“What are you doing?” 


“Making a pie, Wilbur has a berry patch out there that’s ripening, we always make a couple pies 
with the first berries of the season. Before we’ re all sick of them,” he laughs and Tommy-- 


Tommy doesn’t care. Its fine. Its another tradition, another little thing they just do every year 
because they’re all here every year. Its sweet and its-- 


Its dumb. 


“Well, I say we make pies but really the boys are terrible at baking. If I let Will in here there won’t 
be enough berries for the filling.” 


“Oh.” 


“You want to help?” Phil asks, “you’ve been doing pretty good in the kitchen lately.” And he’s 
smiling and he’s so open and relaxed. Confident in his territory, confident in his authority like an 
alpha should-- 


No. No. 


He’s not going there. 
But he still says, “sure.” 


“Great, you can start on the filling while I get the dough ready. The berries are in that bowl there, 
if you could just give “em a wash and pick off any leaves and stems still on them that’ ll be great.” 


Tommy nods mutely and grabs the bowl. Its loaded down with a whole mix of berries. 
Strawberries, raspberries, some blackberries and blueberries. It looks like whatever looked ripe got 
thrown in the bowl. 


Its peaceful, working with Phil in the kitchen. Listening to his easy orders, his calm 
encouragement, the explanation for what they’re doing and why. Tommy is probably never going 
to get the chance to make a pie again but he finds himself committing the steps to memory. Just-- 
Just in case it comes up. You know. With some other pack. 


Maybe he’ll be able to buy his way into their good graces with pies. Every wolf loves food. 


Finally, the pie is in the oven. Tommy stares at the door once Phil closes it. He should go back to 
his room. Try to read and remind himself that Phil isn’t an alpha, much less his alpha. 


Then Phil’s hand lands on his shoulder. Its so close to the back of his neck, if he just shifted a little 
it could--A muffled sound nearly makes it out of his chest. Something pathetic and whining and 
weak. 


“Sorry mate,” Phil says and he’s taking his hand away . 


Tommy’s eyes burn with tears waiting to fall. “I--Its okay,” he croaks. “You can--” he manages to 
say instead of “please fucking don’t stop.” 


“Tommy?” Phil asks and hesitantly his hand lands on Tommy’s shoulder again. 
Its so warm, and solid, steady, grounding. Its everything and Tommy. 


Tommy can’t be doing this. Can’t be crying, can’t be leaning into it. He definitely can’t let out that 
pleading whine that wants to rise out of his throat. 


“Hey mate you alright?” Phil asks, and his other hand is on Tommy’s other shoulder, he’s bent 
down in front of him and Tommy could so, so easily lean forward and tuck his head under his chin. 
Hear his heartbeat in his chest. 


“Fine,” he grits out because he can’t do that shit. He lifts his foot and makes it go back. Pulls the 
rest of his body to follow it. Phil’s hands slip off of his shoulders so easily, like they were never 
there at all. “I’m gonna--” he can’t even finish the excuse. He just turns and forces himself to go 
back upstairs. 


He’s nearly made it back to his room when the door next to his opens. Wilbur pokes his head out. 
He looks annoyed for a split second when he sees Tommy in the hall but then his face turns 
confused, almost concerned. 


Tommy pretends he doesn’t see him and quickly ducks into his room instead. He can hear Wilbur 

lingering in the hall, but then his door shuts and his footsteps head downstairs. Tommy curls up on 
his bed and wraps his hands around his own shoulders. The phantom of Phil’s hands lingers there, 

warm, while the rest of him feels so terribly cold. 


He stays curled in his room even when he smells the pie come out of the oven. Even when he hears 
Wilbur and Technoblade go down to eat it. Its their tradition, its their pie. He’s just here for a little 
bit of it. 


A few hours later, Technoblade knocks on his door. “Dinner’s ready,” he calls through, “if you’re 
hungry.” 


“T’m not,” Tommy mutters that he’s pretty sure even another ‘wolf would have trouble hearing it. 
He opens his mouth to try again. 


“Alright,” Technoblade says, “we’ll save some for you.” 
His footsteps retreat down the hall again. 
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Tommy must fall asleep because the next thing he knows, moonlight is shining through his 
window. The house is quiet and dark. His stomach is empty, but Tommy isn’t sure he wants to go 
downstairs again. To come across Technoblade and Wilbur talking about him under the stars. 


The strum of guitar strings brushes against his senses. Through the wall he shares with Wilbur, 
someone is playing music. If it weren’t for his sensitive hearing, he would have missed it. But 
Tommy lies in the dark and listens to Wilbur pluck out a tune 


He doesn’t recognize it, but its beautiful. Something aching with loneliness and beautiful sorrow. 
Like tears glinting in moonlight. Tommy climbs out of bed and presses his ear against the wall. 


He just wants to hear it more clearly. It feels like it is playing to his very heart. There is a longing 
in it, the lone wolf seeking home, seeking pack. It makes him want to lift his voice along with it. 


But that might interrupt the music. 


Besides, he can hear Wilbur singing along with it too, now. He can’t make out the words, but the 
sound of Wilbur’s voice is more than enough. Like a crystal bell, like mist drifting over still 
waters, like ancient trees, their leaves whispering in the wind. 


He wants to hear it more clearly. He wants to be closer. 


His feet are moving, carrying him across his room. To the door, his skin is chilled on the handle. 
Wilbur’s voice dances on the notes, like a sparrow playing on the winds. Up and down, twirling 
through the melody. 


He opens Wilbur’s door. 
“Sorry Tech, I thought you were--” Wilbur cuts himself off as he looks up. “Tommy?” 


His fingers are still strumming over the strings. He isn’t singing anymore but Tommy swears that 
he can still hear his voice. Just at the edge of his hearing. Whispering in his ear, urging him to 
come closer. Go deeper. The forest is so beautiful in gentle summer. 


“Tommy!” Wilbur says, sharp, warning. “Can you hear me?” 
His fingers stop. 


“You’re...good at playing,” Tommy mumbles. 


“Shit,” Wilbur mutters. “Get in here, come on.” 


Tommy stumbles over the threshold willingly. Maybe Wilbur will play more. He could hear it so 
clearly now. But Wilbur sets the guitar aside, standing up to grab Tommy by the wrist. 


Tommy hates it when people grab him, especially people who don’t seem to like him like Wilbur 
does. He finds he doesn’t mind too much though. Wilbur is pulling him to his bed, making him sit 
down. 


“How the fuck did you even hear me?” Wilbur mutters, “this room is fucking soundproof.” 
“T have really good hearing,” Tommy mutters, “its cause--” 


“Yeah apparently you fucking do,” Wilbur snorts. “Shit. Alright uh. You should be fine. It was just 
a little music, you’ll be fine. Fuck.” 


Wilbur’s bed is really soft, and it smells like flowers and dirt and leaves. Tommy leans closer to try 
and bury his nose in it. 


“No, no, no,” Wilbur says, catching him by the shoulder, “‘you are not laying on my bed. Just--are 
you crying?” 


Is he? 
He reaches up and touches his cheek, its wet. Oh, he is crying. 
“Why the fuck are you crying?” 


Tommy shrugs, even as the words crawl up his throat, begging to be let out. But he can’t tell 
Wilbur about his longing to stay here, his desperate ache to have Phil be his alpha. 


He can’t tell him for...some reason. 


“Never mind,” Wilbur sighs, “don’t answer that.” He sighs heavily. “I guess ’m stuck with you for 
now. Great.” 


“Will you play more music?” Tommy asks hesitantly. 


“No, that would be a bad idea. Apparently I shouldn’t even have played that much.” His voice is 
frustrated, Tommy curls his shoulders, bracing for a hit. 


“Sorry,” he mutters, but that never helps, that’s never enough. 
“Whatever,” Wilbur grumbles. “Just. Sit there and be quiet, alright?” 
“Okay.” 


He plays with his fingers, twisting them over each other. Wilbur’s room is pretty. There’s a huge 
window and there’s plants everywhere and it almost seems like there’s little lights hidden among 
the leaves. Wilbur puts away his guitar, Tommy frowns but Wilbur told him to be quiet so he 
doesn’t say anything. 


Wilbur looks over his shoulder and finds Tommy looking at him, “what?” 


Tommy shrugs. Wilbur looks even prettier in the moonlight than he does in the light of day. 
There’s something almost inhuman in his face, the shadows make it look thinner, his eyes brighter, 


the tips of his ears almost look pointed. 

“Quit smiling at me,” Wilbur grunts, “its weird.” 

Tommy looks down at his lap. 

Silence falls between them. 

“What are you even doing up this late?” Wilbur asks suddenly. 


“T dunno,” Tommy says, “I just woke up and I could hear you playing. It was really pretty, are you 
sure you’re not gonna play any more?” 


“Yeah, pretty sure,” Wilbur snorts. “Dad’s gonna be upset enough with this, I’m not digging the 
hole deeper.” 


“Is he mean when he’s upset?” Tommy asks in a whisper. 


“What? No, he won’t even be mad, he’! know it was an accident, but he wanted you to have a 
good time here. Not that that seems to be going well.” Wilbur rolls his eyes, “you hate it here, 
don’t you?” 


“No,” Tommy says, “I love it here. Phil is so nice.” His eyes are burning again, “he’s nicer than 
anyone else has been since I lost--” 


There’s something there he’s not supposed to talk about. Oh, right. Wilbur is human. He’ II think 
its weird if Tommy calls his family his pack. 


Wilbur doesn’t seem bothered by Tommy cutting himself off though. “Yeah, Phil’s...he’s pretty 
great.” 


Tommy nods, curling his knees up under his chin. 
““Were--were your other foster parents...mean?” Wilbur asks quietly. 


“Yeah,” Tommy replies, voice just as low, “they didn’t like me. I wasn’t theirs , I didn’t want to be 
either.” 


“T bet.” 
“T wish I could be Phil’s though,” Tommy murmurs longingly, “but I'll be leaving soon.” 


“Yeah...” Wilbur says, “you will.” He sounds kind of sad about that, but not as sad as Tommy 
feels. 


“Your song was really lonely,” Tommy says. 
“1s that what it sounded like to you?” 
Tommy nods, “like the lone wolf, running and searching for his pack. But they’re gone.” 


“T’m sorry,” Wilbur says and his arms wrap around Tommy and maybe he isn’t Phil but he’s 
someone and Tommy leans into his chest. His eyes are burning again, he’s getting Wilbur’s shirt 
wet. Wilbur doesn’t push him away though. Instead he hesitantly rubs a hand up and down 
Tommy’s back. 


“Just go to sleep kid,” he murmurs, “sleep and forget this night.” 


Chapter End Notes 


<3 Wilbur and Tommy bonding for the win <3 

A couple people have asked in the comments so I thought I'd say here: Tommy is 
*aware* that other magical creatures/races exist but he's never encountered any of 
them. Werewolves are pretty insular and they keep the kids well away from any other 
races, even if those kids are fosters. 


A lil bit of Fae Magic: it works on Belief and Intent, the more convinced the non-fae 
party is of the Faries magic, the more powerful that magic is, and the more the Faeire 
*intends* to do something with that magic the more it works. There is a baseline little 
bit of enchantment that their food and songs can do that would let the Fae lure a 
human (or in this case, werewolf lol) closer to do more, which is what Tommy got 
caught in. And also Fae music sounds different to everyone who listens to it, generally 
based on what the person who is hearing it feels. So Tommy gets lonely music :( 
because he is a lonely boy :( 


Chapter 5 


Chapter Summary 


A knock on his door. 

“Hey,” Wilbur says, why the fuck is Wilbur at his door? The guys been doing his best 
to avoid Tommy and Tommy was kind of liking it that way. 

“What?” 

The door opens, Wilbur is standing there, fiddling with one sleeve as if he’s nervous. 
.. weird. 

“T was gonna go on a hike, do you want to come?” 

What the fuck? 


Chapter Notes 


[slaps roof of chapter] this bad boy can fit so much Tommy and Wilbur fluff in it. 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 
He must have fallen asleep after Technoblade offered dinner, because he’s waking up and the sun 
is shining through the blinds. He can hear Phil downstairs starting on breakfast. 
Shit. 


He’s just gonna...stay up here in his room for the rest of the time he’s at his house. He’s not going 
downstairs ever again. He’s never talking to Phil again. 


He cried over a pie and a shoulder touch . 


God could his social worker just come and take him to the next pack already? He needs someone 
to beat sense back into his head. 


He ignores the lurch in his gut at the thought. He’s going to leave someday. Once his social worker 
finds a pack he’s going to leave this place. A werewolf kid can’t stay in a human house. Its just not 
going to work out. There are generations of secrecy and tradition that aren’t going to be scooted out 
of the way for his sake. 


He’ll go to another werewolf pack and Phil will take in some other human kid. And he’ make pies 
with them and teach them how to cook and offer to buy them books. Tommy’s just one in a long 
string of kids that Phil’s gotten booted to his door. 


It won’t be long until they forget him. 


Part of him hopes that it will be equally easy to forget them. He doesn’t know if he can go back to 
clinging to a fictional wolf while alpha after alpha takes their turn trying to wedge him into line. 


Not when Phil’s hand was so warm, his eyes so kind. 


A knock on his door. 


“Hey,” Wilbur says, why the fuck is Wilbur at his door? The guys been doing his best to avoid 
Tommy and Tommy was kind of liking it that way. 


“What?” 

The door opens, Wilbur is standing there, fiddling with one sleeve as if he’s nervous. 
... weird. 

“T was gonna go on a hike, do you want to come?” 

What the fuck? 

No, seriously, what the fuck. 


Wilbur looks nervous, awkward. Phil must have put him up to this. Great. Tommy wonders if he’ ll 
leave it if he says no or if this is just the first of many attempts at Bonding Activities. 


Probably best to at least go with the activity where they can get some distance from each other. 
Besides, the full moon is humming in his veins, he’s surprised it didn’t wake him up last night. 
There’s only two more days until its really here. 


He could use the exercise, especially if he’s going to be avoiding Phil. 
“Sure.” 


Wilbur looks surprised, but not annoyed like Tommy figured he would. “Cool,” he says, “we’ll go 
after breakfast.” 


oe “Kay.” 
Now he’s just got to survive breakfast. Ugh. 


He gets dressed, throwing his jacket on over his shirt. Its summer but its chilly enough this 
morning that he’ll wear it. He can roll up the sleeves or tie it around his waist if he gets too hot. 


Phil is waiting for them downstairs while pretending very studiously not to be waiting. He’s 
flipping a pancake and he doesn’t even look up when they come in even though Tommy can see 
him tracking them out of the corner of his eye. 


“Hey dad,” Wilbur says. 
“Morning boys, you two hungry?” 


“Always,” Wilbur says, taking a seat at the table. Technoblade 1s already there and Tommy slips 
into his customary seat hoping that he can just slip beneath Phil’s notice. 


He manages it for the meal itself, but once breakfast is over, Technoblade goes back up to his room 
and Wilbur says he’s going to get something. Tommy is, naturally, left with Phil. Before he can 
make his own excuse, Phil clears his throat. 


“Hey mate, I was hoping I could talk to you.” 


Noooo. Just let him slink off in peace. 


Its only a couple of days til the full moon, his emotions feel too close to the surface. His instincts 
desperately trying to latch onto Phil as an alpha. He lowers himself back into his chair. 


“Are you doing alright?” Phil asks. 

Fuuck, this was the kind of shit Tommy was hoping to avoid. He doesn’t want to have this talk. 
“Tm fine.” 

“Tts alright if you don’t want to talk about it,” Phil says, “but if you do I’m here.” 

But you won’t be, Tommy wants to cry, I’m leaving. I’m not staying here. Instead he says, “okay.” 


Phil doesn’t look particularly happy, but he doesn’t stop Tommy when he gets up either. Wilbur is 
coming down the stairs as he reaches the bottom. 


“You ready to go?” 

“Yeah.” 

Wilbur nods and they head to the door silently. 
“Be safe!” Phil calls after them. 

“T’ll be watching him,” Wilbur says. 


Tommy holds back a snort, a werewolf getting babysat in the woods by a human. That’ll be the 
day. If they run into anything dangerous then he’s the one that’ Il have to look after Wilbur. 


He really hopes they don’t though because that would get him in so much goddamn trouble. 


The air is crisp, still warming as the sun climbs its way up in the sky. There’s a well worn trail 
leading from the back yard out to the forest, like Wilbur’s spent years treading the same path. 
Tommy wonders how long he’s been here. 


“Come on,” Wilbur says, heading into the shade of the trees, “we’ll pick some berries and bring 
them back to dad.” 


“We made a pie with them yesterday,” Tommy says inanely. Wilbur probably knows that, since 
they do it every year, apparently. 


“Oh yeah, dad mentioned you helped with that. It came out really well, we saved a piece for you.” 
Tommy hunches his shoulders, “I’m not much of a fan of pie,” he mutters. 


“If you say so,” Wilbur says, “we’ll get the ones that have ripened today and dad’ll probably make 
preserves or jelly out of them. Makes a good gift for the neighbors and such. Keeps them from 
getting too cranky with us.” 


“You guys have neighbors?” Tommy asks, looking at the seemingly untamed wilderness all around 
them. The only sign of humans around here is the trail. 


“They’re pretty far away,” Wilbur says, “but still. Good fences and all that.” 


“Right,” Tommy says even though he doesn’t get it. 


“Here we are,” Wilbur says, turning as the path splits. One branch goes deeper into the woods, 
Tommy is definitely going to see what’s down it on the full moon. But for now he follows Wilbur 
to a sunlit clearing. 


The berry patch is less...garden-y than he expected. There’s no neat mulched beds, it looks wild. 
There’s no rows, there’s not even a separation between wild plants and Wilbur’s berries. 


Tommy was pretty sure weeding was a big thing with gardens, but this one seems to be doing just 
fine without it. The plants are big and healthy, their leaves reaching towards the sun. There are 
berries heavy on the branches of the bushes. Blueberries, raspberries, blackberry brambles and 
squat little strawberry plants. There are others that Tommy doesn’t recognize but he’s never been 
very good with plants anyway. 


“You can eat as many as you want,” Wilbur says, “they won’t hurt you.” 


“Cool,” Tommy says. Wilbur doesn’t hesitate to plop himself down in the dirt, a basket that 
Tommy hadn’t even realized he was carrying in front of him. 


Its nice, picking berries off the bush, having Wilbur teach him how to tell if they’re ripe. Eating a 
few sweet raspberries, staining his fingers with blackberry juice. 


He didn’t know that berries ripened this quickly, there had been a huge batch of them just 
yesterday. But the bushes are laden with them so he guesses it makes sense. 


They pile the basket high with berries, even with as many as they eat. Finally though, Wilbur sits 
back. “Alright, lets wash up and head back home.” 


Tommy holds back a sigh, he doesn’t want to go back inside. He wants to stay out here and feel the 
wind through his hair. Feel the moon slowly making its way around the world, pulling at the wolf 
inside him like it pulls the tide. Beckoning it out. Calling it to sing and race through the trees. 


Wilbur leaves the basket at the crossroads and leads Tommy down the other path. Before long 
Tommy can hear the faint rush of water. They end up at a little creek, barely deep enough to come 
up to their knees if they were to go in it, Tommy thinks. 


“Well wash off here,” Wilbur says, rolling up his sleeves to stick his hands into the water “‘so dad 
doesn’t know we ate half the berries.” 


Tommy snorts and crouches by him. For once he isn’t worried about the authority in the house 
finding out that he ate something. If this were a pack there would be some serious stink eye at least 
for sneaking the pack’s food like this. 


Tommy washes the berry juice off his fingers, sitting shoulder to shoulder with Wilbur. 


“Don’t forget your face,” Wilbur laughs, “you’ve got a little,” he motions around his mouth. 
Tommy wipes his own with the back of his hand and it comes away stained. 


“Whoops.” 
He cups water between his hands and scrubs it on his face. “Good?” 


“You missed a little bit,” Wilbur says, his eyes sparkling with mischief, “here let me get it for 
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you. 


“No, I think ’'m good,” Tommy laughs getting up. 


Wilbur tackles him, “Its fine Tommy here, let me help .” 


Tommy tires to squirm out from under him as Wilbur scrubs at his face. They’re both red faced, 
laughing in the sun. Wilbur pins Tommy under his elbow, giving up on the premise of cleaning his 
face to ruffle Tommy’s hair. 


Finally he lets Tommy stumble away, trying to get his hair back in some semblance of order. “Got 
it,” he says innocently. 


“You sure?” Tommy asks, “you seem to have missed my face with that last bit.” 
“Just making sure there was no evidence.” 


Tommy laughs and Wilbur gets up and tucks him under his arm as they head back down the path, 
dripping wet but the both of them smiling. 


Chapter End Notes 


The berries are technically Wilbur's Food and therefore Tommy *should* be entranced 
but Wilbur kept the magic from affecting him, its all good fam. Just Brotherly 
Bonding 


Chapter 6 


Chapter Summary 


There’s a lot of problems with a werewolf living with humans. Yeah, sure, the ancient 
oath that binds all magical creatures to secrecy, that’s a big one. The general culture 
shock and misunderstandings aren’t great either. 

But the biggest problem is definitely laundry day. Because Tommy doesn’t know how 
to get away with telling Phil that he would rather have dirty clothes than let Phil get 
laundry detergent over them. 

Werewolves use scentless shit, humans are the ones who go crazy with the chemicals. 
Tommy does not want that all over his clothes. 


Chapter Notes 
See the end of the chapter for notes 
Wilbur’s scent--like sunshine and growing things in fertile soil--lingers on his jacket even though 


he changes the rest of his clothes for the new day. Tommy should hate it, or at least be annoyed by 
it. Instead he finds himself pressing his nose to his shoulder while he reads. 


He jerks his jacket away from his face as soon as he notices it. Because that’s not happening. He’s 
not doing that. 


He puts the book down and ventures out of his room. The house is peaceful, Technoblade and 
Wilbur are sitting on the couch, Phil’s gone to town for jam jars. 


They both look up as he hits the bottom of the stairs. “Hey, we were gonna watch something, you 
in?” 


“What are we watching?” Tommy asks, coming closer. There’s a space on the other end of the 
couch, like on the night they watched movies. He plops himself down. 


“Just something relaxing,” Technoblade says, “neither of us is in the mood for much action.” 
“Sounds good,” Tommy says, relaxing into the couch. 


They settle on some guy doing a painting tutorial and Tommy listens with half closed eyes. The 
guy’s voice is relaxing, like nothing could bother him. He’lI have to get the name of this for the 
next house he goes to. 


He shies away from the thought, determined to just enjoy the time he has here. He’s not going to 
worry about leaving, he’s just going to jam each and every memory so far into his head that he’ II 
never forget a moment of this place. 


He’s too restless to doze, the moon is pulling him too strongly, but he sits with Wilbur and 
Technoblade and watches a beautiful landscape painting come together. Its nice. 


An engine, tires crunching on the gravel driveway. Tommy tilts his head, just barely, it sounds like 
Phil’s car. But he’s pretty sure that humans can’t hear it yet. 


“Phil’s back,” Technoblade announces. 
Well. Alright then, maybe humans have better hearing than he thought. 


Wilbur hauls himself off the couch with a groan, pausing the show. “Alright, Techno you’re on 
indoor duty? Its pretty sunny out.” 


Technoblade grunts affirmation. 
“We'll get the stuff out of the car,” Wilbur tells Tommy. 
Tommy nods and they head out to the porch to wait for Phil to pull up. 


Unloading is going fine, Phil has a shit ton of jam jars as well as some groceries, stuff they’d run 
out of since they went last or forgot. Tommy closes the back as Wilbur carries in the last of the 
jars. He glances through the back window to see if there’s anything else and spots a box up front. 


“Hey there’s still a box in here,” he calls, “‘is that coming in?” 


Technoblade comes out of the garage, an umbrella open over his shoulders, “that’s mine,” he 
snaps. “Don’t touch it.” 


Tommy raises his hands in surrender, he’s never heard Technoblade sound so sharp before. “Sorry 
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man. 


Technoblade sighs, “no, my bad. Its just my. Medicine. Don’t like people messing with it you 
know?” 


Right his weird iron supplements. 
“Yeah.” 


Tommy heads back towards the house. Behind him he can hear Techno getting his medicine and 
shutting the door. He wonders if Phil will let him help make jelly. It sounds cool, hopefully he 
didn’t ruin everything with the whole ‘crying over pie’ thing. 


The wind gusts, suddenly, and he hears Technoblade gasp. 


He whips around. The umbrella is skipping across the lawn and Technoblade is trying to duck into 
the shadow of the car. Shit he’s got some weird sun sensitivity thing doesn’t he? Shit. 


The umbrella is too far away. Fuck. 


Tommy darts over, shucking his jacket off and throwing it over Techno’s head. Techno jumps at 
the touch of the fabric but quickly he’s pulling it more securely over himself. 


“You okay?” Tommy asks, his heart racing. Fuck how bad is this sun thing? Is it just a sun burn? 
Or is it like an allergy where your throat closes up? Is that a thing? Can the sun do that? 


“Yeah, I’m good, I’m alright,” Technoblade says. He sounds a little bit shaken himself. Shit it must 
be bad . 


The door slams open “Techno!” Wilbur shouts, sprinting out of the garage. “I saw your umbrella 
go past,” he slows down as he realizes that Tommy has Technoblade covered. 


“Tm fine,” Technoblade assures him. “Tommy got me.” 


“Right,” Wilbur says, finally turning to Tommy. “Thanks man.” 
“Yeah, its whatever.” Tommy mutters, crossing his arms. 


Technoblade’s scent is going to be all over the inside of his jacket now. He should be annoyed but 
he finds he isn’t. 


And anyway, be kind of shitty for him to get annoyed at the guy for his sun allergy and shit. 
Tommy can cover up his scent just fine eventually. He’ll fade from the jacket, just like Wilbur 
will. 


And it'll be just Tommy’s scent. 
“Come on,” Wilbur says, “ll grab your umbrella and we’ll get you inside.” 


“His medicine,” Tommy realizes. Its on the ground, fuck he hopes its not one of those things 
you’re not supposed to shake. He’s never heard of medicine exploding like a soda can but he’s 
never heard of liquid iron supplements either. 


“Tl get it,’ Wilbur says quickly. “Don’t worry.” 


Together they guide Technoblade into the house much to Technoblade’s annoyance. “Guys 
seriously I’m fine. Its just a little sun it won’t kill me.” 


“Sun?” Phil asks from his place in the kitchen organizing the troops. 


“Techno’s umbrella got blown out of his hand,” Wilbur says, cutting off Technoblade’s attempt to 
tell them yet again that he’s fine. 


“Oh my gods are you alright?” Phil asks, striding out of the kitchen like he’s about to scoop 
Technoblade up into his arms. 


“ Yes,” Technoblade groans, “I’m fine, not even a little bit burnt for the love of--Tommy threw his 
jacket over my head. I didn’t catch any sun, I’m good. Quit fussing, all of you.” 


Phil gives Technoblade a serious look but Technoblade meets his eyes evenly. “Alright, if you’re 
sure.” 


Technoblade grunts and shoves Tommy’s jacket into his arms, “thanks kid.” 
“Uh, yeah, sure. No big deal.” 


He can smell Technoblade’s scent wafting up from the jacket. Usually its pretty muted, but the 
jacket was in direct contact with his skin and now Tommy can smell his scent on it clearly. 


While Wilbur is all sunshine and spring, Technoblade smells kind of...wintery. Look, Tommy is 
not a poetic kind of guy, he doesn’t have time for that shit. But Technoblade’s scent is cold and 
distant somehow. Like things locked under blankets of snow. 


He pulls the jacket back on and tries not to pay too much attention to the way Technoblade and 
Wilbur’s scents mingle with his own. Like pack. 


They’re not pack. 


They can’t be. 


ok KK 


There’s a lot of problems with a werewolf living with humans. Yeah, sure, the ancient oath that 
binds all magical creatures to secrecy, that’s a big one. The general culture shock and 
misunderstandings aren’t great either. 


But the biggest problem is definitely laundry day. Because Tommy doesn’t know how to get away 
with telling Phil that he would rather have dirty clothes than let Phil get laundry detergent over 
them. 


Werewolves use scentless shit, humans are the ones who go crazy with the chemicals. Tommy 
does not want that all over his clothes. 


But Phil isn’t going to let him run around in dirty clothes either, Tommy can just tell. So he’s got to 
come up with some kind of excuse. 


“Uh,” he says, trying not to look like he’s trying to hide his dirty clothes even though he’s sort of 
shoving them under the bed with his foot. “My skin is really sensitive,” that’s a thing right? “To a 
lot of detergents and stuff, so I don’t--” 


“Oh don’t worry mate,” Phil says, “we use a scentless one, Techno’s the same way.” 
Oh, well. That’s really convenient actually. 

“Cool, I guess.””, Tommy mutters and he gathers his clothes. 

“What about your jacket?” Phil asks. 

“Tts clean.” 

“You sure? Its not a big deal to throw it in with the rest.” 

“Tts fine,” Tommy says, trying not to snarl. 


Phil gives him a kind of confused look like he wasn’t really entirely successful with that but he 
shrugs. “Alright, if you’re sure.” 


Tommy smiles, maybe a bit tightly, “I’m sure.” 


“Let’s bring your clothes down then, I'll show you how the washer works. Its a bit picky. Oh! And 
I almost forgot I got something for you.” 


That makes him a little nervous, he’ll admit. A few packs have tried to give him things, and been 
downright pissy when he wasn’t ‘grateful’ enough. Though why he would want the shit they got 
him he’s not sure. Does anyone actually like chess? 


At least he convinced Phil to leave the jacket though. He presses his nose into it just a little bit. It 
still smells like Techno and Wilbur, the only one who’s scent isn’t on it very strongly is Phil. 


He should have let Phil wash it. One wash would have pried Wilbur and Technoblade’s scents out 
of the cloth easily, but his own is worked deep into the fibers. It would have been fine, it would be 
better to do it. 


He puts the jacket on--just to be safe--and carries the rest of his laundry downstairs. 


Phil gives him a rundown of all the weird shit you have to do with the washer. Tommy’s pretty 


sure there’s magical rituals less complicated than getting this thing to do its literal sole function. 


Once the machine has been offered the appropriate sacrifices though it hums and starts filling with 
water. Now there’s just whatever thing Phil got for him. Tommy trails after him, through the 
kitchen back to the living room. 


Phil plops on the couch and digs a book out of a shopping bag. “I left it in the front seat,” he says, 
“forgot to tell Techno to grab it along with his meds. And then--well. I was a bit distracted.” He 
laughs a little, like he’s still a bit stressed by Techno’s close call. 


He holds out the book and hesitantly Tommy takes it. “The Hobbit?” What the fuck is a hobbit? A 
little of his incredulity must leak into his tone because Phil laughs. 


“T read it when I was younger,” Phil says fondly, “the author was a cool guy, he’s written more but 
this one was the first. He wrote it for his kids, it was a story he told them before bed and such. Its a 
cute story, not too serious but its got fights and such. Its a classic.” 


“Cool,” Tommy mutters. He flips it over and reads the summary on the back. Blah blah blah, main 
character doesn’t like adventure. Something about a dragon, dwarves. “Huh.” 


Phil leans back into the cushions, “you don’t have to like it,” he says, “I just wanted to pick up 
something for you.” 


“You didn’t have to,” Tommy says a little shyly. Even if he doesn’t like the story he’s pretty sure 
he’s never going to convince himself to get rid of the book. Its fine, its small anyway. Won’t take 
up much space. 


“T wanted to,” Phil says, simply, easily, like he doesn’t know that nobody’s tried to get him 
something that he might actually like in...a long time. Well, obviously he doesn’t but. 


He acts like this is nothing. Like its no big deal. Even though Tommy isn’t his even though 
Tommy isn’t staying. 


Tommy flips the book over and opens the cover. Carefully, he sinks down onto the couch. There’s 
a healthy distance between him and Phil, he’s not desperate , he’s just. 


He doesn’t want to go upstairs yet, is all. 


The story is actually pretty good, not something he would have picked for himself, but its fun. 
There’s danger and drama but its not described in too much detail. He curls his feet up on the 
couch, scooting a little bit until he’s comfortable. There’s something warm against his arm. 


That’ s-- 
That’s Phil’s arm. 


Tommy freezes, but Phil is reading his own book and doesn’t seem to have noticed. Tommy 
relaxes, slowly, carefully. Maybe Phil will continue to just...not notice. 


And he doesn’t, they both sit on the couch, their arms pressed together and they read. Eventually 
Phil shifts moving his arm a bit like he’d like it back and Tommy mutters a quick, “sorry,” leaning 
away quickly. 


““S alright,” Phil says easily. “Just falling asleep, here.” He lifts his arm and curls it around 
Tommy’s shoulders carefully. “Okay?” 


“Yeah,” Tommy mutters, “fine. Good.” He’s making it weird. Don’t make it weird. Don’t make it 
weird or he might stop . 


He forces himself to relax even though he wants to press up into that arm. Wants to curl around it 
and pull it closer. The back of his neck is sheltered under Phil’s arm, but he’s not touching and god 
does Tommy wish that he would. But no. No. 


Phil is human, and this is enough. This is enough. This is more than enough. 


He looks down at the page but he can’t quite focus on the story anymore. Not with the warmth of 
Phil’s arm sinking into his shoulder. He closes his eyes and leans his head slowly, carefully against 
Phil’s chest. Phil doesn’t protest, doesn’t even seem to notice. He’s getting away with it. 


Tommy closes the book, keeping his place marked with a finger. He can read later, who knows 
when he’s going to get this again? 


He basks in the contact, like a cat in the sun and he loses track of time. 


The door opens behind them, he twitches, but Phil rubs his shoulder with his hand and shushes him 
gently. Tommy nearly twists around to stare at him, utterly shocked. When was the last time 
someone had done that? 


But Phil is talking, “quiet,” he says, but his voice is aimed away. “He’s sleeping.” 
“Ts he?” Wilbur asks. 

PVCS. 

Wilbur hums, “alright. I’m going upstairs.” 

“Alright, did you have a good time?” 

“Yeah, you know, just. Walking around in the woods. Like I do.” 

“Wilbur,” Phil says scoldingly. 

Wilbur laughs softly and Tommy hears his footsteps go up the stairs. 


Phil’s hand is idly tracing circles on his shoulder, eventually he’ll have to ‘wake up’ but not yet. 
Not just yet. 


Chapter End Notes 


Eventually these morons will figure it out, I promise. 


Chapter 7 


Chapter Summary 


The moon is calling him, calling like pack, singing in his veins, in his ears. The 
moment he’s not going to destroy his clothes, he lets the change take over. 

It doesn’t hurt, this is what he’s meant for. Fur sweeps over his shoulders, down his 
spine, and the rest of the change flows from it. In a blink he is on strong paws, his 
nose filled with the rich scents of the forest, his tail wagging. The moonlight settles on 
his fur and Tommy throws his head back and howls. 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


The moon sings in his veins. It hasn’t fully risen yet but Tommy can feel it, like a blanket being 
spread over his shoulders. He wants to sink into his fur, feel the earth beneath his paws. But this 
isn’t a pack house. 


He has a secret to keep, here. 


So Tommy spends the day trying to keep his fidgeting to a minimum. He looks longingly to the 
forest enough times that Wilbur asks if he wants to go on another walk. And he does but he can’t 
because it would be far too easy to slip like this. 


But now its finally evening. They’ ve had dinner, the sun has set. The moon is rising. Phil, 
Technoblade, and Wilbur are having another movie night. He wants to join them, god does he want 
to join them. 


He wants to run, to be free, to be wild but he doesn’t want to do italone. He wants people with 
him, pack with him. 


But these are humans, they aren’t pack, they can’t be. 


The movie is loud, the room is dark, they’re all curled up on the couch together. Its easy to slip out 
the back door unnoticed. 


The night air is warm and rich with promise, with magic. He takes Wilbur’s path from the back 
porch to the edge of the trees, waiting until he can hear the creek before he stops. He shucks off his 
clothes, he should fold them nicely but he can’t bear to. 


The moon is calling him, calling like pack, singing in his veins, in his ears. The moment he’s not 
going to destroy his clothes, he lets the change take over. 


It doesn’t hurt, this is what he’s meant for. Fur sweeps over his shoulders, down his spine, and the 
rest of the change flows from it. In a blink he is on strong paws, his nose filled with the rich scents 
of the forest, his tail wagging. The moonlight settles on his fur and Tommy throws his head back 
and howls . 


He shuts himself up right quick. He’s close enough to the house that the humans definitely heard 
that. Shit. 


But he can’t help it. His instincts are running wild and free through his mind. There is no stranger 
pack around him to make him bow his head. He is in his own territory, he is king here. 


No. this isn’t his territory. He’s not living here, he’s not staying here. 
But he is here for tonight. And the moon is high and full and the forest is full of life. He runs. 


He splashes through the creek, laps noisily at the water and then plays in the shallows. Runs 
through the shadows, rolls in the leaves, follows scent trails until he finds something more 
interesting and then follows that. 


His mouth hangs open, his tongue lolling as he pants. His sides heave, his muscles ache, but its a 
good ache. His tongue swipes over his nose and he trots back the way he came. There are some 
scents of other, wolves, but they are old and long faded. 


He is the only one here. 


He doesn’t let himself linger on the thought. Its the full moon. He’s got a whole night to play in the 
moonlight, no pack to snap and snarl at him. He lets his instincts loose. 


They descend on his mind like a haze, there’s no worry about the future, no sadness, no anger. 
Only him and the moon and the scent of a squirrel that is fresh. 


Hunt, hunt, hunt, his instincts chant at the base of his skull. He’s been well fed but there’s no harm 
in chasing. 


Hunt, hunt, hunt, hunt, hu---PACK 


He whips around on his heel and darts into the underbrush. He doesn’t give a single shit about 
stealth, his pack is here! They’re out in the moonlight with him! 


He barrels into a clearing and there is the green-spring-and-dirt of Wilbur and the quiet-blood- 
winter-snow of Technoblade. If only there was dusty-sky-ancient-Philza, his leader, his alpha, to 
raise his voice to the moon. 


Oh well, maybe he’ II be out here later. For now there is Technoblade and Wilbur. He whines 
joyous greeting, his tail wagging furiously behind him. They’re saying something, words, 
meaningless, unimportant, they’re happy, they’re here , they’re all out under the moon together . 


He mouths at their hands, licks between their fingers tastes butter-salt-sweat-skin. Wilbur is 
kneeling on the ground, laughing as Tommy licks his face. 


Hands rub his ears, ohhh it feels great, relaxing, but he doesn’t want to relax he wants to play . He 
bounces away from Wilbur’s hands, bows on his forepaws, springs up, dances away, bows again, 
his tail whipping back and forth. 


Play, play, play, play with pack, sing, chase, hunt. 


Wilbur is laughing, high like crystal bells, like the babbling of the creek, Technoblade’s deep 
rumbling chuckles running alongside. Yes, yes, yes! 


Technoblade kneels, holds out a hand. Tommy darts forward, nips at his fingers, springs back. Play 
with me, play with me, packmate, brother . 


Wilbur is reaching for something, he’s got something in his hand. A stick, he shakes it, then leans 


back and launches it into the woods. 


Tommy is after it without a single thought. His eyes track its path through the dark, his nose can 
catch the faint traces of Wilbur’s scent from his hands on the wood. He snatches it up in his jaws 
and wheels around, racing back to the clearing. 


His thoughts screech to a halt. 
Wait a goddamn minute . 


He yanks himself to a stop. The stick is in his fucking mouth. He drops it. Shit. He is so fucking 
lucky that in the dark they must have mistaken him for a lost dog or something holly shit . 


He just ran up to them as a goddamn wolf, holy shit. If they’d been more wary, if they’d been 
armed they might have fucking killed him. And then they’d have found out and if humans find out 
about the magical world nothing good happens. 


Shit, shit, shit. 


His instincts are whining for him to go back, to spend time under the moon with his pack. But 
they’re not his fucking pack . They’re humans, they’re humans and he can’t stay here. He isn’t 
staying here, this is temporary , no matter how fucking much he wishes it weren’t. 


Wilbur’s voice rises through the forest, calling for him, he can’t quite make out the words right. 
They’re. Weird. Ringing in his ears, calling him with something deeper than his name. 


He wants to go, he yearns to answer, but he can’t . He can’t. 


He forces himself to turn around and run deeper into the forest. There is a fence at the back of the 
property, he leaps over it. The woods seem quieter here, like there is a sound at the edge of his 
hearing that isn’t there anymore. 


Tommy shakes his head and lopes through the trees. He needs to keep his distance from Wilbur 
and Technoblade, needs to keep his head on straight. This is temporary, he’s not staying here. 
They’re human. 


But they’d accepted him so easily, been so eager, so unafraid. Even if they thought he was just a 
lost dog he would have thought they’d be wary. They had to have heard him howling earlier. 


He snorts to himself, he’s too desperate. He can’t stay here, it is Law. 


A bird flies far overhead, something with black feathered wings and a luminous white face. 
Tommy flops down on the forest floor. The moon is still singing in his veins but it isn’t as much 
fun out here alone. Especially knowing that Technoblade and Wilbur are out here. Just beyond that 
fence. 


They’d be happy to see him. Happy to play with him. 
He sighs. 


He can hear animals in the undergrowth, but he can’t let his instincts loose to go hunt them. Its 
going to be a long night. 
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Finally, the moon dips beneath the horizon. Tommy pulls himself to his paws as its call fades out 


of his fur. He turns back to the house. He’ll need to be quick about shifting and getting dressed. He 
doesn’t want anyone to come and get him for breakfast and find an empty bed. 


He hops back over the fence and trots through the forest he’d raced through last night. He crosses 
the clearing where he found Wilbur and Technoblade. Their scents still linger on the air, on the 
ground. He noses at a place where they must have sat and watched the stars for awhile. A whine 
creeps out of his throat. 


There is a song playing in the back of his mind, like he heard it somewhere before. Something 
lonely and longing, like a lone wolf calling for the pack. But there is no pack to be found. 


Not for him. 


He leaves the clearing, follows his own lonely scent back to where he left his clothes near the 
creek. With a final sigh, he lets the change flow back over him. His fur is gone, his tail, his paws, 
there is only him. Fragile, alone, but not human. Not human enough to stay here. 


“Tommy?” 


He freezes, his shirt slipping out of numb fingers. His heart is beating loud in his ears, his lungs 
scream for air. He can’t move, he can’t breathe. Technoblade is right there, looking at him. How 
long has he been there? How long? Did he see? Does he know ? 


“You--” Technoblade says, and oh he knows. He saw. He Knows . 
Tommy slips back into his fur and he bolts. 


He doesn’t know where he’s going, why he’s running. He should have stayed, tried to convince 
Technoblade that he hadn’t seen anything. That Tommy was just sitting naked in the woods for 
some other reason. 


Bad things happen to humans who Know. To humans who find out. 


Tommy’s paws eat up the ground, as if he can run from it all. As if there is a place that he could 
run fo where none of this happened. Gravel bites into the pads of his paws. He yelps as a sharp 
piece breaks skin. 


He stops, lifting the paw off the ground, panting as blood drops onto the road. What is he doing? 
Where is he going ? Is he just going to run? 


Why not? Part of him asks, why not just leave it all behind. You’ve always wanted to. No more 
packs, no more social workers. Just you out in the forest. 


A lone wolf. 


He could be one. Could leave humanity behind, he isn’t human enough, so why bother being 
human at all? He could disappear into the trees, never come back out. 


Wings rustle overhead. And then there is a bird, landing on the gravel road before him. Its the one 
he saw flying overhead last night. Inky black feathers contrasted by a pale face. Like a miniature 
moon. 


Tommy stares. 


And then the bird is Phil. 


Chapter End Notes 


yaaaay they finally got beat over the head with reality enough that they've figured it 
out! It only took like.....forever. 


Chapter 8 


Chapter Summary 


“This has all been quite the clusterfuck, hasn’t it mate?” Phil asks, he’s smiling, a bit 
sadly, but smiling all the same. 

Tommy doesn’t understand. Phil is human. Phil is human and so are Wilbur and 
Technoblade. But Phil was a bird, and Phil healed him with a touch, and Phil is 
looking at a wolf but he knows that its Tommy. 

He whines and Phil presses their foreheads together. “Its alright mate. I know you’re 
confused. I am too, to be honest,” he laughs, “we’ll figure it out. But for now let’s get 
home, yeah?” 

Home. 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


The bird is Phil. Phil is the bird. Phil was a bird, but now he’s a person again and he’s looking at 
Tommy. 


And Tommy is a wolf but Phil is looking at him like he knows him . Like he knows the deepest 
parts of him and Phil’s lips part and his voice says “Tommy,” so gently and tenderly, like 
Tommy’s name is the most precious thing he’s ever said. 


Phil kneels and he holds out his hand and how can Tommy do anything but go to him? How can he 
do anything but press his cheek to Phil’s palm and try to understand. Nothing makes sense. 


But Phil’s fingers are in the ruff of fur around his neck, trailing down his leg to his injured paw and 
then there is warmth and the scent of blood fades, the pain fades. His paw is cradled in one of 
Phil’s hands, but his other one is gently touching his chin, lifting his gaze to Phil’s face. 


“This has all been quite the clusterfuck, hasn’t it mate?” Phil asks, he’s smiling, a bit sadly, but 
smiling all the same. 


Tommy doesn’t understand. Phil is human. Phil is human and so are Wilbur and Technoblade. But 
Phil was a bird, and Phil healed him with a touch, and Phil is looking at a wolf but he knows that 
its Tommy. 


He whines and Phil presses their foreheads together. “Its alright mate. I know you’re confused. I 
am too, to be honest,” he laughs, “we’ll figure it out. But for now let’s get home, yeah?” 


Home. 
Tommy nods, and he follows Phil home. 


Technoblade and Wilbur are waiting for them on the front porch. They both look worried and they 
both rush out to meet them once they see them. Wilbur throws himself onto his knees. “Holy shit 
he was right,” he says, hesitating as he reaches out like he thinks Tommy wouldn’t want him to 
touch. 


Tommy presses his head into Wilbur’s chest. 


“T told you,” Technoblade says, but he’s kneeling down too. Hesitantly pressing his hand to 
Tommy’s fur. “You scared the shit out of me kid.” 


Tommy snorts, Techno was scared? 


“Come on boys,” Phil says quietly, “lets go inside and see if we can’t get to the bottom of this. Go 
ahead and get dressed for me mate?” 


Right, he’s gonna have to shift back to human. 


Wilbur opens the door for him and Tommy slips up the stairs. The scent of the house is magnified 
with his wolf senses. The scent that had just been strange when he first came here is finally 
identifiable. Magic, heavy in the air, in his lungs. Familiar, in the way that the scent of pack is. 


And for once, he doesn’t have to jerk his mind away from the thought. 
This might not be temporary. This could be his pack. 


Part of him wants to doubt that Phil would want to keep him. Some stray wolf who he didn’t even 
know he was housing. But there was such Jove in his tone when he said Tommy’s name. 


His hands shake when he gets them back. His eyes burn. Wolves don’t cry, but humans do, and 
werewolves too. He doesn’t pay attention to what clothes he grabs, just whatever is soft and clean. 
His jacket is pulled on over it, even though its already pretty warm out. 


He goes back downstairs. 


They’re waiting for him, all of them sitting on the couch. But instead of having a seat away and in 
front of them, like he’d been expecting, his usual space on the couch was open and waiting. 


He sits. 

“So,” Wilbur says, “you’re a werewolf.” 

“T--yeah,” Tommy replies. “And you’re...?” 

“Changeling,” Technoblade grunts, “and I’m half vampire. Phil is just some bullshit.” 

Phil snorts a laugh, “thanks mate. Consider me a harpy of sorts. With some bonus features.” 
“So you ve all been--” 

“Magical this whole time? Yeah, mate,” Phil says, “we thought you were human.” 

“What the fuck,” Tommy mutters. 


How do you fuck up this badly. He tries to remember what exactly his social worker said. There 
was nothing about this shit. He thinks he would have fucking remembered being told he was going 
to live with a Fae Changeling and a half vampire, and whatever the fuck Phil means by “a harpy 
with some bonus features” what the fuck. 


“Yeah, ’m gonna have a fuckin talk with your social worker mate,” Phil mutters. 


“Don’t kill them,” Techno grunts, “we need them alive to let us adopt him.” 


The words land like a punch to the chest, they knock the air out of his lungs and he can only sit 
there. Mouth agape. He wanted--god did he want--and he hoped, but-- 


Techno just said it so casually. Like it was a foregone conclusion. Like it was the natural order. 
Like a fact that had simply always been. 


The sky is blue, the grass is green, and Tommy belongs with them. 
Tears are burning at his eyes again. 
“Adopt?” he croaks. 


Phil leans forward, taking Tommy’s hands into his own. “Yeah mate, of course. If you want, that’s 
where I was last night. Trying to talk sense into the people in charge.” 


“Oh,” Tommy says, what else can he say? What else but frantic begging, sobbing, pleading. They 
want to adopt him. 


Him. 
“Would you--like that?” Wilbur asks, almost hesitantly. 


Tommy nods, he has to gasp in a breath, tears are flowing down his cheeks. He can’t stop nodding, 
he can’t manage to speak. 


“Easy mate,” Phil says and he pulls him into a hug and his fucking hand is so close to the nape of 
Tommy’s neck. 


He whines, wolfish, wordless and tips his chin to his chest. Begging, hoping. 


Phil’s warm hand cradles the back of his neck. Like a shield over his vulnerable spine. Over his 
very fucking heart. 


If he were standing his legs would have given out from under him. As it is, something shakes loose 
in his chest and he slumps against Phil. “I know, I know mate, I’ve got you.” 


He’s got him. 

Alpha, leader, guide. 

Father. 

Another whine leaves his lips. 


“Easy,” Phil says, his alpha says. 


Chapter End Notes 


almost done guys!! Just one more chapter of Diaspora itself which will just be 
*completely fluff* and then Wilbur and Techno's backstories along with Phil's POV of 
Diaspora! I'm SUPER excited for you guys to see that stuff. 


Chapter 9 


Chapter Summary 


They adopt him. 
He wakes up every morning and he looks at the little piece of paper, dotted with Phil’s 
blood and his own. Binding them together. Alpha and subordinate. Father and son. 


Chapter Notes 


Final chapter you guys!! I've loved seeing y'all's reactions to this story! Its been fun! 
There's still about three more days worth of content in this 'verse: Techno and Wilbur's 
backstories, and then Phil's POV of all of this. Definitely looking forward to that 
lemme tell u. 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


They adopt him. 


He wakes up every morning and he looks at the little piece of paper, dotted with Phil’s blood and 
his own. Binding them together. Alpha and subordinate. Father and son. 


The full moon rises again and this time he prances at Technoblade’s feet as they head out to the 
back yard together. Wilbur shifts into something less human shaped and runs with Tommy through 
the trees on silent paws. Phil wheels over them, wings spread to the moon, a rasping shriek on the 
air. 


Tommy howls answer and they race back to the house to Technoblade. He is basking in the 
moonlight, head back, eyes closed. The fool. 


He doesn’t see them coming until its too late and there is a pile of fur and brothers in his lap. He 
pretends to be annoyed but Tommy can hear the laughter in his voice. 


They wrestle on the grass, teeth flash but never harm, growls that mean nothing. Tommy lays on 
his back, paws wheeling in the air as Wilbur’s teeth nip playfully at his throat. 


He rolls and tugs Wilbur’s ear, earning an offended shriek and they race back into the trees 
together, Techno hot on their heels. They end up in the clearing where he found them the first time 
and lay panting in the moonlight. Wilbur shifts to a more human form and he and Techno laugh 
and lay on the sweet grass. 


Tommy flops over their laps, tongue lolling, laughing in his own wolfish way. Their hands stroke 
his fur. 


Pack, his instincts hum, family. 


Phil swoops down from the sky and lands on Techno’s shoulder, hops down so his talons rest 


carefully on Tommy’s flank. His beak preens a burr out of Tommy’s coat. 


Tommy’s tail thumps in the dirt as Phil carefully walks off of his side and onto the ground. A 
second later he is in human form as well. His hand ruffles Tommy’s ears. 


“Having a good time mate?” 


Tommy wiggles until he can sit up and crawl into Phil’s lap, shoving his nose under Phil’s chin. 
Phil laughs and strokes a hand down his back, steady, calm, guiding. 


Alpha , Tommy’s instincts whisper, reverent, gleeful, grateful. 
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A year goes by, winter comes, winter leaves, spring brings life, and summer ripens Wilbur’s 
berries. They go out together, all four of them, with baskets and buckets and laughter. 


They pick berries and get juice on their hands and mouths. They wash up in the creek and they 
come back to the house, soaked to the bone and leaning on each other so they don’t collapse from 
laughing. 


Phil makes the crust, and Tommy makes the filling, and they have pie. 


Chapter End Notes 


had to make you cry about pie one last time. 
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